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BLARNEY LONGBOW TO THE EDITOR. 



LETTER I. 

Well, Mr. Editor/ let me congratulate you on your well 
won honours, your editorial gown, cap, veil, and slippers; 
for I know all men are proud of their new-fledged titles; — 
from a new created duke, who has earned his glories by the 
conquest of a continent, to a knight who has gained laurels 
at a city banquet, the mere puff of the fume of wine. I un- 
derstand you had a hard struggle to secure your place in the 
Editor's chair — never so severe a canvass known in Belfast — 
powerful opposition, great talents opposed to you, a scrutiny 
of votes — all would not do — merit must triumph. Well, 
Mr. Editor, I have been seeking an interview with you for 
some time; and happy it had been for you, if I had obtained 
it. It would have saved you from an error which I under- 
stand you ate in danger of committing, in the very commence- 
ment of your journey. Yet I have spared no pains to 
achieve this much desired conference; I have beat every bush 
on the ground, and no Editor have I been able to start ; — I 
have followed every gown and cocked hat that 1 have seen 
cross College-square ; every smart young fellow that I have 
seen enter the Commercial Buildings ; every clerical dandy 
that has strutted into the club-room; have walked change 
every day; for a week have I stood sentry at the gates of the 
money-changers, from the dark chambers in Bridge-street to 
the light and airy mansions in Donegall-square — yet no Editor! 
I really begin to suspect you are only a shadow after all ; no more 
a real person than Christopher North, or Morgan O'Dogherty, 
or the Ettrick Shepherd, or the Odoutist, or many such illus- 
trious characters. Yet what is singular, you seem to be known 
to every person but me, the person in the whole town whom 
it is- most your interest to know: you are familiar to all the 
waiters at the inns, to the carmen at the quay, to the school- 
boys returning.from the Institution and Academy. But, the 
other day, I met a little scoundrel with only one eye, a tooth 
that protruded from under his lip, like the tusk of a wild 
boar; bare-headed, unstockinged, unshod, unshirted, unvested, 
pantaloons with only one thigh, and a coat with only one 
sleeve, and no tails. Do you know the Editor of the Belfast 
Magazine ? O, bless your honour, to be sure I do. He is a 
most iligant gentleman, plaize your honour! What is his ap- 
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p»aranee,— is he tall ? O yes, your honour, as tall as the Irish 
giant ! Is he fair or dark ? Fair, said he, O yes ! as fair as 
the moon when she's wading up to the arms in snow; How 
is he dressed, said I. Dressed ; O iligantly dressed, said, he, 
(while he casta look on me of ineffable drollery,)iligant green 
«oat, iligant red pantaloons, iligant blue vest, Higant — >-a 
flourish over his head with my cane convinced him that I saw 
he was quizzing me ; and he changed the expression of his 
countenance as completely as Alexander in the " Rogueries of 
Nicholas." — Yet sure I know the gentleman;. he has just sailed 
for Scotland — and recovering his fancy as ho saw my features 
relax into good humour — that cloud of blaok smoke you see 
there is to be his travelling companion : but, plaize your ho- 
nour, he is a very close-fisted gentleman ; though I cleared the 
gangway for him, crying as loud as I could bawl, room for 
the Editor! yet he did not give me a single ha'pworth ; and 
sure I have not had a ha'pworth to breakfast, not the skin of 
a cold potato, plaize your honour !t- And without giving me 
time to answer — 'has your honour e'er an old vest, or the tails 
of an old coat, or the leg of an old pantaloon. — I cut him short 
by casting him a ten-penny, O bliss your honour! Not a 
word said I, or I will cast you into the sea; but ere 1 was 
aware he shot from me, and turned a corner ; and, I heard 
his laugh long after be disappeared. — While I was musing on 
the degree of credit that was due to the information I had just 
received, a grave looking elderly gentleman came up, dressed 
in black. — Have you been onboard the steam-boat? said-I,: I 
have, was his answer — I have just parted with a friend who j's 
now on his way to Scotland. Did you see the Editor of the 
Belfast Magazine on board ? I did : He is the very man I am 
speaking of. — What is his object in Scotland?— To bring over 
a boat-load of contributors, — Scotch and English contributors! 
said I — good morning, — and hurried home to write this letter, 
which I hope may reach you before you commit an act of such 
extravagant frenzy. Scotch and English contributors to an 
Irish Magazine! Contributors ! — Why yes : let me tell you,,if 
you admit a single line from the other side of the water, your 
work is ruined. I wish Langtry and Cramsie with their steam- 
boats were in the bottom of the channel. Scotch and English 
contributors! Scotch and English emigrants.! the greatest curse 
Ireland ever saw. — Give them pnly a footing and there is no 
extirpating them. The very plagues of Egypt ! The frogs, 
the lice, the lean kine that eat up all the rich pasture, and not 
an Irishman can get a blade of grass to eat ; the locusts that 
blight wliat they cannot devour ! No, no, Mr. Editor, that 
would be an error indeed; Irish talent, native talent fox you! 
Ton would find myself as good a piece of Irish as ever trod 
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the EmereM of this sweet Utffe Isle. ScdtClftnenS— Why, do 
yon no* know that every thing excellent that has been pre- 
dated iti Scotland lately; Is the #«k of Irishmen ? Black- 
wood would have famished long ago, had h not been for 
Irishmen. To Say nothing of Lieutenant O'Dogherty, whose 
name noMy speaks his country, and who has made Ebdny's 
fortune (a prodigious clevCt fellow that O'Dogherty); Tickler 
and Mr. Z, are Irishmen also, all my oWU intimate friends--- 
No doubt they hare led Ebony into some scrapes, bat theh 
they are the boys to bring him cleverly out again. — They 
talk of their Great Unknown, and cast their blue bonnets in 
the air and huzza. He a Scotchman! Not be: as much a Kam- 
skatkan Or Van Dienidner : be is ttn Irishman, my boy, aye, 
and my Own dear friend.— "How I laugh When I think, how 
blue these Scotchmen will look, When my grand secret is out. 
The thistle has too long stuck in the bonnet of that great man. 
Down with the thistle and up with the shamrock.— They 
vaunt their Jeffrey too, and they arc Welcome to him — He is 
the mere printer's devil to the Review — falsely named Edin- 
burgh. — The fellow keeps a whole band of Irish familiars, 
and all the brilliant articles are by them, every one of them ; 
and besides, a certain correspondent of yourS has IoBg shed a 
glory over the work; but he is a modest man, Mr. Editor, a 
very modest man, and never takes credit to himself for any 
thing. As for old gouty Christopher, the fellOw has some 
talent, but be has been more obliged to me than he is willing 
to acknowledge. Besides, when the fit of the gout is on him, 
which comes periodically, once a month, I think, there is m> 
going near him without danger. How be does roar and rave 
And lay about him with his crutch, sparing neither friend, 
nor foe ! In such cases, Ebony himself trembles la his pre- 
sence. Even when be is in a good humour, 'see what blun- 
ders he commits— He serves up to his guest; teid'polrk hot 
again for tbe ninety and ninth time. DM yoft evCr ; know the 
like of it? and bedevil it, and vinegar, and cayenne ft, as be 
may, it smells foully.— As for Englishmen— why> What Would 
Tom Campbell and the New Monthly— what wo*M ike Lou- 
don itself do, without Irishmen. Take away Htizlitt from 
them, and the Irish Bar, &c. and where are they? Yes, sir, 
Ireland for ever I — the great support of the British Empire, 
ef its commerce, its revenues, its literature. — Bat my mo- 
desty is getting the better of me — I must, therefore, c^me to 
things nearer home. Hark ye, then, Mr. Editor : I -have two 
articles just ready, but he who gets them, must pay well for 
them.— A gift for your fair readers — a certain way by which 
each of the pretty little dears may get married. And 111 tell 
you, — but mind that's a special secret— I intend to marry the 
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pettiest, or the richest of them myself. The other is a grand 
scheme, an original mercantile speculation, to surpass thefiank 
Ol England, or Pitt's Sinking Fund. He was no financier, 
that Pitt — would not take my advice— so much the worse 
for him. My plan, then, is a Card Club — which wilt bring 
golden streams into the town, more copious than Danae's 
shower— it will flow like the Lagan in a flood. But I will 
not develops my scheme ; I must touch the gold first* A grand 
meeting to be held at the Commercial-Buildings— the atten- 
dance of the clergy of all denominations is particularly re- 
quested: especially the Seeeders and Covenanters, with their 
respective Elders: and all ladies of fashion, in the Northern 
Luminary— the eye, the Emerald of Ireland. Ail who in- 
tend to have evening parties next winter, are earnestly invit- 
ed. Regulations will be adopted to guard against, the evil 
of small parties and early hours. None below forty to be 
tolerated: and none to commence before ten o'clock, or to 
break up before morning.— Sad falling off in these times! 
The plan will do more for society in a moral point of view, 
than Owen's visions. It will promote the refinements of social 
intercourse, "the feast of reason, and the flow of soul."— 
Elegant speeches: all ready made — a genuine Irishman is to 
speak-~-and that is, 

Your humble servant, 

Blakney Longbow. 
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Vol. II. of a Course of Mathematics, and designed as an Intro- 
duction to the Study of Natural Philosophy. By John Leslie, 
Esq. Corresponding Member of the Royal Institute of France, 
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By Thomas Duncan, A. M. Professor of Mathematics in the 
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We have selected the two works named above, rather be- 
cause they will afford an opportunity for considering the 
state of science in Scotland, than for the purpose of entering 
into a minute examination of their merits and contents. We 
conceive, indeed, that such a review of any work on abstract 
Science would be unsuitable to the nature of our Miscellany, 
which we wish to render as little repulsive as possible to the 



